MY LADY OPENS HER MQVTH
had, till a few years ago, a curious manuscript. It was
a catalogue, such as a collector might make for his
private use, of the objects of art which he acquired.
It had not been made all at once, but when a piece
was acquired it was entered up. In addition to the
date of acquisition and a simple description of
the piece, the collector had always entered the name
of the—the artist, if he knew it: and if he had not
bought it direct, then he put the name of the person
from whom it had come. Now several things com-
bined to lift this ordinary record out of the ruck.
In the first place, the date of the last acquisition was
1502. Then, again, the catalogue was disguised:
its pages were interleaved with those of a breviary—"
she pointed to that of her uncle "—a priest's book of
his Office, like that. Finally, the breviary was that
of Pope Alexander the Sixth."
11 The father of the Borgias," exclaimed Palin.
" That's right," said Olivia. " A Spaniard. The
catalogue was written in Spanish—his mother tongue.
So that, unless he knew Spanish, anyone impious
enough to open his Holiness' breviary would not be
one penny the wiser for what he saw.
" My great grandfather found the breviary in
Florence and bought it for a nominal sum. Two years
ago my uncles sold it to an American collector for
fifteen thousand pounds. He was very decent: he
had it photographed for us and we have a copy apiece.
All things considered, I don't think he paid too
much.
" Now why did my great grandfather buy it ?
He'd no idea whose it was.   And he couldn't read
Spanish, though later he took care to learn.   He bought
it because of a letter, lying between the pages, which
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